do her best to be so, both because of her desire to reassure
me and because of her literal horror of letting her nerves
master her... . If her body was, as she had been told, in a
relatively sound condition, then it could only be nerves
that made her feel so ill and to these she had no intention of
giving way.
Her voice would be full of shamed apology on certain
mornings when I went to her room and her eyes would
look anxiously at me from her thin, colourless face as she
asked me whether it would give too much trouble in the
house and whether I thought she would be giving way if
she spent a part of the day in bed. In spite of my eager
assurances that she needed rest, she would generally change
her mind after her breakfast and drag herself through the
process of dressing. She carefully maintained her almost
phenomenal neatness, and once I remember, as I sat there
watching her weariness, I found that the tears were running
down my cheeks.
She saw them and exclaimed in distress: * Darling, tell me,
what's the matter P and all I could answer was: *It*s you,
you I... They say you should be well and I take such care
of you and I do get good food, and yet you look so ill and
you keep on getting thinner and thinner... /
And she answered: * You know it's only nervous exhaus-
tion. I'm working again and f m never well when I
work. . . .* But a moment afterwards she added thought-
fully: *But I do feel ill, these days: sometimes I fed.betfcer
than others, but I practically never feel perfectly well.. .*
It was true she was working on our return from London,
in spite of her eyes and in spite of her weariness, and in spite
of this mysterious feeling of illness. Since she had been told
that she had made a good recovery she admitted of no
reason for being idle. If I cared (which I do not) to indulge
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